half-timber good enough so that I would not 'sell out ? It was worth trying
anyway. I tried it...
They were delighted with the house, and so was everyone hut me. Did
I always resent the praise bestowed upon it because a mention of it made
me think of my brave stand before Mr. Waller and Uncle Dan? But it was
better to stand back and make way with a single house—wasn't it, than
with a whole lifetime of them? Or was it?
So I consoled myself. At any rate it was the one time in the course of a
long career that I gave in to the fact that I had a family and they had a
right to live—and their living was up to me. The tragedy of the binomial
theorem!
Yes, I often had occasion to remember and regret 'giving in' in the
years immediately following. I can look back now and see that young pro-
fessional architect—I soon left off the affix as beside the mark—sitting at
that big platform table—let's say the flowers were lilacs—listening to you
expectantly. I suspect the ego in him invited or repelled you as you hap-
pened to be made yourself.
'You wish to build a house? . . . Oh? Like the one I built for Mr. Moore?'
There is a feeling of disappointment that gets to you. I hear myself
saying, 'But why like that house for Mr. Moore?' And the argument is on.
Anyone could get a rise out of me by admiring that essay in English
half-timber. 'They' all liked it and I could have gone on unnaturally
building them for the rest of my natural life. It was the first time, how-
ever, an English half-timbered house ever saw a porch. The porch was
becoming to the house.
But, by the time an hour or so had passed, I was quite likely to have
made that client see why and how it was the wrong thing, especially now
wrong, to build anything more Hke that in our country, wrong in Usonia
where men were free, and old enough to know that licence even in taste
is not freedom.
The offices in the Schiller (now the Garrick) saw the making of the
Winslow plans; the plans for the Moore house. Mr. Baldwin, another Oak
Park lawyer, had come in and laid a cheque for three hundred and fifty
dollars on the table as a retainer. He had evidently heard from Mr. Moore.
The Francis Apartments I built for an estate. The Husser and Heller home,
the Lexington Terraces, the Wolff Lake Resort. A number of other build-
ings all characterized to a certain extent by the Sullivanian idiom, at least
in detail. I couldn't invent the terms of my own overnight. At that time
there was nothing in sight that might be helpful. I had no Sullivanian
models, even, for any of these things.
A remark of the Master had come back to me by way of my client Win-
slow: 'Sullivan says, Frank, it looks as though you were going to work
out your own individuality.'
So he was interested in me still, was he?
Cecil had been working on some jobs of his own, Rush Medical College
in particular. We were not partners. I did not see much of him now for I
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